POSTSCRIPT
Times 9 for instance, somebody was writing, for publication on
Monday morning, March I3th, some thirty-six hours before the
invasion, clf anything distinguishes this year from its predecessor
it is the knowledge that Germany has completed those demands
upon her neighbours which, by their own professions, they were
unable conscientiously to contest... In that respect alone there
may be said to be a fresh starting-point in foreign affairs. Mr.
Chamberlain's policy stands and deserves support from its
critics . ..'
In the editorial office of Punchy a cartoon was being printed,
ready for publication on March 15th, the day of the invasion, that
showed John Bull waking upon the morning of March *5th and
yawningly exclaiming 'Thank goodness that's over*. Just to make
sure that you didn't miss the point of this one, which I think was
extremely subtle, almost bad enough for — well never mind about
that; anyway, Punch published an explanatory footnote; Tessimists
predicted "another major crisis" in the middle of this month.'
In the editorial office of the Daily Coudi$t9 a little piece was being
prepared on these lines: There will be no crisis and no war this
year, next year, some time, ever, and don't listen to the jitterbugs,'
In the Prime Minister's office, about five days before the
invasion, an 'authoritative statement* was prepared and issued to
my dearly beloved old British public, to the effect that, thanks to
Munich, Europe was approaching a new dawn, that the Govern-
ment was in good hopes of getting an agreement for general arms-
limitation from Hitler, and that in general the world had seldom
looked more promising than it did that day. This statement
(which, as I may tell you, in confidence, nearly induced apoplexy
in the Foreign Office) led the Evening Soother to the following
paroxysm: 'Bursting optimism breaks through the clouds. It
comes direct from the Foreign Office and it is founded on a solid
array of facts/
So you see that, for anybody who knows how to read such
British periodicals, that is by holding them upside down and
looking at them in a mirror, the signs that something awful was
about to happen in Europe were plain enough. When things
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